* The Tartar Embassy *
bassador was not a good rider, but he held on desper-
ately. They approached the outer gate. If this was
closed they were done for. But Rantapyissi's routine
order to close all the gates had not yet reached the sen-
tinels. The gate was open and they careered through it.

The river bank was now a quarter of a mile away.
There were only a few huts about, and the ground was
open and flat. Kiluken's intention was to raise a high
tempo of manoeuvre on this little plain, long enough to
enable him to embark his force. The squad at the boat
was standing by, for an advance messenger had warned
them of the evacuation. By the time the Tartars had
reached the bank, their pursuers were already through
the gate.

In action Kiluken was conscious of a rhythmical
beat. His most successful manoeuvres were always
effected by identification with that beat. So highly
trained were his soldiers, that they appeared to him
like an instrument upon which a harmony can be
played. When the harmony was truly developed, the
result was, as it were, absolute and he became irresist-
ible. At this moment he heard in his being a lively air.
In the phenomenal world it took form as follows.

Directing Lu Chia and Polo to enter the boat, which,
lying under the high bank, was invisible from the
bridge, he placed himself at the head of his men and be-
gan galloping south along the bank. When the Bur-
mese cavalry of the guard saw this they pursued him
diagonally across the plain. As they approached him at
an angle which became more acute the farther he went,
they exposed thek right flank more and more to bis
archers. The Burmese could not shoot from horseback
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